The Tragedy 

Then takinghira from thence that Is not there, 
Youbrcake nopriuiledgenor charter there: 

Oft liaue I heard of fan&uary men. 

But fariCtuafy children neuer till now. 

Cnr. My Lo: you lhall oucrrulc my minde for once: 
Come on Lo: Haftings wdl you go with me? 

H4ii. Igorr.y Lord. 

Tun. Good Lords make all the fpcedy haft you may* 
Say Vnckle Gloceftcr, if our brother come. 

Where fhall we foiourne till our coronation? 

G lo. Where it fe ernes beft vnto your royal} felfe: 

If 1 may councet 1 you,(ome day or two, 

Your highues/hall repofe you atthe tow'er: 
Thenvvherc youpleafe»and fhalbc thought moft fit 
For your beft health and rccication. 

Trin. I doe not like the tower of any place: 
Didlulius Caefar build that place my Lord? 

Buc. He did, my gratiousLo: begin chat place. 
Which fincefuccceding ages haue reedified. 

Trin. Is it vpon record, or els reported 
Succefsiuely from age to age he built it? 

Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lo: 

' Pri . But fay my Lo: it were not regiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth fhould liuefrom age to age* 

As twerc retailde to all poftcrity, 

Buen to the gcnerall all-ending day. 

Glo. So,wife,fbyoung,theyfaydoe neuer Iiuc long. 
“Pri. What fay you Vnckle? 

€lo. I fay without characters fame lines long: 

Thus like the formall vicciuiquity, 

I morallize two meanings in one word. 

“Pri. That Iulius Ccfar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

Hiswitfet downc to make his valtireliue: 

Death makes no conqucfl of this conquerour, 

For now he hues in fame though not in life; 

►lie tell you what my Cofcn Buckingham, 

Buc, What my gracious Lord? 


ef Richard the third* 

And iflliue vntilirbearaan. 

He winne our auncient right in France agaiae. 

Or die a fouldier a* I liude a King. 

C(o. Short fumniers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter young Torke, Hnjlingt, CctrAimll. 

Bnc. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Y orke 

Tri. Rich, of Yorkc how fares our louing brother? 

Tor. Well my dread Lo: fb muft I call yoa no w. 

Tri. Ibrothcr to our griefe as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might hauc kept that title. 

Which by his death hachloft much maiefty. 

Clo. How fares our Cofen noble Lo: of Yorkc? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vnckle. OrayLo: 

You faidthat idle weedes are faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath outgro wen me farre. 

clo. He hath my Los 

Ter. And therfore is he idle? 

Clo. Oh my faire Cofen, I muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he ismore beholding to you thcnl. 

Glo. He may command me as my foucraigne, 

But you haue power in me as ina kinfeman. 

Tor. I pray you Vnckle giuc me this dagger; 

do. My dagger little Cofcn,withall my heart. 

Tri. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind Vnckle that I know will giue , 

And being but atoy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo, A greater gift then that, fie giue my Cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift, O thats the fword to it. 

Glo , I gentle Cofcn, were it light enough. 

Tor. Othenlfccyou will pare but With light gifts. 

In weightier things youlc fay a begger nay. 

Glo, It is too hcauy for your Grace to wcare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

do. What would you haue roy weapon little Lord? 

Tor. I would, that I might thanke you as you call me. 

Glo. How? Ter, Little. 

Tri. My Lo: of Yorkc will ftill be crofle in talke: 
Vnckle your grace knowes how to bcarc with him. 
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